her father the most. They had been pals, of sorts; he had taken her places. He was fond of saying that his daughter had saved his life once, when she was only five and he was as low as he had ever been. She had held his hand all night, he said, until the drug wore off, and what a miracle it had been, the touch ofthat child. It was a story Margaret always heard with a tight heart, for she had never been able to tell what a nightmare it had been to her not to know where her child was, for four hours, six hours, twelve hours. Carl turned a page and she felt his eyes on her. "You're quiet," he said. The image soothed her a little.
Once at the age of twelve or thirteen she had had a friend whose mother she had loved. This woman had passed into her like a light, sometimes over the years forgotten, brightly to reappear and remind her of a value possible perhaps even for herself. As a girl, locked in the bathroom, she had caught her own profile in two mirrors and pondered the seldom-seen contours, looking for a similar distinction. 
